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in front of the Meurice (for Frohman forgot to order the
man home), the two friends started for the country fair
where they spent the whole evening throwing balls at
what the French call "Aunt Sally." It is much like
the old-fashioned side-show at an American county fair
A negro pokes his head through a hole in the canvas
and every time the thrower hits the head he gets a knife.
When Frohman and Barrie returned to the Meurice
that night they had fifty knives between them. The
next night they repeated this performance until they
had knives enough to start a hardware-store. This was
the simple and childlike way that these two men, each
a genius in his own way, disported themselves on a
holiday.

One more incident will show the amazing accord be-
tween Frohman and Barrie. They were constantly
playing jokes on each other, like two youngsters. One
day they were talking in Frohman's rooms at the Savoy
when a certain actress was announced.

"I would like to know what this woman really thinks
of me," said Barrie. "I have never met her."

"AH right," said Frohman, "you pretend to be my
secretary."

The woman came up and had a long talk with Proh-
man, during which she gave her impressions, not very
flattering, of British playwrights in general and Barrie
in particular. All the while the little Scot sat solemnly
at a near-by desk, sorting papers and occasionally hand-
ing one to Frohman to sign. When the woman left they
nearly exploded with laughter.

One of Frohman's delights when in England was to
go to Barriers flat in London, overlooking the Victoria
Embankment. He liked this place, first of all, because it

260sually to Frohman, and said nothing more about it,
